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frequently dig in the beds of dried-up streams and water, but this resource failed. His lips becan parched and his throat so swollen that he could not his mouth. In this condition he reached Fort Lai and delivered his despatches. It was from the peo] that post that the general heard of his narrow es He came quietly back to his post at Fort Lincoln only confessed to his dangers when closely quest: by the general long afterwards. When I think gloriously he fell, fighting for his country, with a' valor and fidelity of one of her officers, my eyes fill tears; for he lies there on that battle-field, unwepi honored, and unsung. Had he worn all the insigr the high rank and the decorations of an adoring try, he could not have led a braver life or died a heroic death; and yet he is chronicled as " only a sc
"We were inundated with excursionists during summer. In order to induce immigration the rail •had reduced the rates. One of the incidents of th< was to cross from Bismarck to Fort Lincoln. £ times I had assistance in entertaining, but ofteneiv left to perform this duty alone. I have been si with the general and four of his family, when we v see the post-ambulance unloading at the door. ] instant I would find myself standing alone in the i the vanishing forms of all the family disappe through the doors, and even out of the windows < ing upon the piazza. In vain I entreated them 1 turn ; a smothered laugh at my indignation was al response.
It was sometimes tiresome to receive large groutrails on his journey. The last nights of his march he was compelled to walk, as his horse was exhausted, and he found no water for hours. The frontiersmen
